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MDCCLXXIL 


0 ie laſs and wanton 1adie, 
Frae this place down to lang Kirkaldy; ; 

And frae that north to Orkney iſles, 2 
I crave your kind indulgent ſmiles. 
O, could I hope ſucceſs, my duties. * 
Id humble be as whipped Bat is, 
I'd kiſs the duſt beneath your feet, 
Brimfu of j Joy, . wi' e greet. 


Mat | ES 
The boon I crave, you'll not reject " "88 
My firſt eſſays, becauſe they're filly, 

Not fraught wi” wit like wanton Willy; 

Nor- pA. my verſe ſo eaſy fall in h 
Sic flowing ſtrains as marches n 
For theſe were bards deſerved praiſe, f 
And by their merits won the bays; - 
Mine is but nature ſimply wro ww” 

I often rhime for want of thou 


Tis not the thirſt of fame that * (Hd 
Me attempt to climb Parnaſſus; 
Tas to oblige ſome honeſt folks, . 
Wha are my friends, and like m y jokes, ö 
That made me publiſh theſe N —_ 
Sae, baſtard-bantling, gang ons wb: 
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*.'” Swift, gallop forth, my little book, 
And praiſe the world as you find it,. 
And gin you dinna* meet good luck, - 

. Fen like your maſter, never mind it. 
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No patron you've to take your part, 
* Nor ony great man to record e, 


= You little brat, ne'er break your heart, 
17 faith, nae mair has father Geordie. 
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ScoTs SoNGs, PoE MS, Sc. 


Tus CRIES or EDINBURGH, 
By. G. Bg tl. 


HERE's ſome like the Cries of London, 
And others of Dublin City, 
But of all the Cries among em, pit 
Gi' me the Cries of Auld Reeky ; ' , 
Where Nelly, the milk-maid fo Wantons 
Comes in by the break of day, | 
And gangs up the Canongate chanting, 
O wha'll ha' my curds and ſweet whey ! 


Het os * Mall ba my curds and fue 
whey ! 


Then ſour-milk Joh nny comes after, 
Wha ſtruts like a craw in a gutter, 
Crying, Wha'll ba* my four milk and water, 
And Py o' good yellow butter; 1 
B . Here's 


* 


e 


228 


= g ” 
e 
— 
« - 


; ES. 
Here's delicate eggs and new cheeſes, * 
And butter as yellow as gou'd, 
And lintwhites, when tam'd, for to pleaſe us, 
And heathers that's juſt newly cow'd, 


Sour milk and water ! lumps of yellow butter ! buy 
my heather beſoms, and twa young linties ! 


There's m⸗wieer come o'er frae Kirkaldy, 
Frae Muſſelburgh and Fiſher-raw, 
| Wha cry Quick fiſh, quick caller haddies, 
PFreſh herrings, flukes, whitings, and a', 
Caller oyſters, cockles, and — 2 
Lampets and wilks without fav't ; I 
The ſalt-wife through wynds and ſtreets buſtles, 
Crying Wha'll ha' my forpet of ſau't! 
ha'll Ba au, t! 10h 2 fau't ! Buy my lucky 
forpet o ſau't ! 


There's kail-wives come in ſae merry, 
Wi' cabbages, lettice, and ſprouts, 

Wi' apples and pears and cherries, 
And all forts of herbs and roots, 

Red rizars, black berries, and groſarts, 

And flowers our ſenſes to pleaſe, 

And gard'ners, with carts and with horſes, 
Cry wha'll ha' my rare garden peas! _ 

O rare garden peas ! here laſſes ! threee pro 0 
peck. / here laſſes ] 


* Ip auld rags, broken glaſſes, 
+ got ony auld pats or pans; | 
Come Il us your coney-ſkins, laſſes, 
And kitchen-fee freſh, if you can 
Here's Dutch toys, fine trumpets and rattles, 
Bairn's coaches, fine boxes and trunks; ; 
Auld Sandy through ru Yu brattles, «4 
And cries out, O, wha'll buy my ſpunk s 
Buy ſpunks, Daus who'll buy [ buy ſpunks! | © 


Now cadies and mappens do wrangle, 
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O! wha ll buy my nettles and fan 
And wha'll buy my green kail and herbs? | 
Here's parſel and ſtowans, cries Nancy, | © | - 
Freſh gather'd, juſt come frae the yards; 
Young rifarts and carrots, cries Gawſey, 
Wha'll buy my ſybows and leeks ? 


And Tibby, that ſits on the cawſey, * 
Cries wha'll buy my delicate neeps ? 
WWha'll buy neeps like ſuccar ! wha'll buy neeps J 


JERTE | i - 4. 
O wha'll buy my dainty well-carſes, | 
Water-purpy and ſaleds a-fouth ; 
Here's delicate nice London ſaucers, 
And ſpaldings to reliſh your mouth; 
Here's new ſangs, auld ballads and ſpeeches ; 
Wha'll buy my white Holland ſand ? 
And wha'll buy my dainty loch-leeches, 
To bleed you in head, foot, or hand ? 


Who'll buy my loch-leeches ! loch- leeches ! wha'll 
buy my lach-leeches ! = 


O, wha'll buy my nice dulce and tangle? 
And wha'll buy my partans and prawns ? 


To cut purſes faſt, if they-can : 
Ha' you got ony work for the cooper, 
To gird your cogs, luggies, and tubs? 
Hats to dreſs or to turn, cries the hatter ; 
Cries Beſſie, here's rare honey-blobs ! 


ell hu blobs o' honey! wha'll ha' honey-blobs ! 


* 


Wha'll buy my dainty lamb's haggies ? : 
And wha'll buy my caller nowt-feet ? ; 
Here's puddings and panches, frae Maggy's, 
Weel plotted and clean, fat, and ſweet, 
| N 2 Here's 


Some of mutton, and 


n 


Here's e bread, confe tions, and tablets, 


Wha'll by my dainty plack-pies ? 
A made of giblets:. 
And this is the end of our cries. 
Smoaking hot, piping hot, buy what I have ger, 


hot mutton pies . 


MATRIMONIAL HARMONY, 
By the ſame. 
Tune, John Anderſon, my Foe. 
' NDREW TURPIE and his wife 


Ae time did make a plea, ' 
For Kath'rine ay makes muckle ftrife 
When Andrew gangs aſtray, 
To take a pint of Je to cheer 
His donart crazy noddle, 
Then Kate ſwears he drinks a' the gear, 


While ſhe has ne'er a boddle, 


Andrew, on the other hand, 
Swears by his ſaul *tis true, . 
That Kath'rine on her feet can ſtand, 
And fill herſel' blind fu'; 
For, woman, ſays he, da you mind, 
Since ae time you was fu', 
That I catch'd you the door behind, 
Wi' a fu' glaſs at your mou”. > 


"Y'was fill'd wi” brandy, gin, or wine, 
I hardly mind weel whilk, 

But though 'tis nae lang time ſince ſyne, 
I'm ſure it was nae milk, 


Then 
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Then Kate, wi' anger, fu' o' ſpite, 
Ca'd him a . liar, 

And on the noſe lent him a wipe, 
Gar'd him baith grumph and ſneer. 


He ſhook his gruntle like a ſwine, 
While it piſh'd out o' blood, 

Syne Kath'rine, wi' her hand again, 
Came thump out o'er his head : 

He was laith to gi' her a clink, | 
But, troth, he thought nae ſhame 

To riſe up and pu' down the bink, 
And break a' Kath'rine's lime. 


Then Kath'rine loos'd her tongue, and fyne 
Ca'd him a tated loon, 

For breaking a' her bony lime, 
That coſt her a white crown; 

Says ſhe, you filly breathleſs hog, 
'The devil break your ſhanks, 

For I brought you frae man to dog“, 
And this is a my thanks, 


For helping fic a thankleſs thief 
As you, ye drunken fot ; 

For firſt when I became your wife, 

You was nae worth a groat ; 

And a' the gear that ere you had, 
Pm fure it came by me,. 

Except your uſeleſs pillidod, 
That's no worth ae baubee. 


Were I to tell o'er a'“ your deeds, 
I'm ſure you might think ſhame, 

For wi” your pinchers you did {creed 
The place beneath my wame, 
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And mony a lound'ring lick ye've gi'en 
To me, your wife, Kate Brown, 
Tell me, ye dog, if I be lying, 

Ve drite-breeks tated loon. 


For though I dreſs you e'er ſo clean, 
And buſk you e'er ſae bra, 


When you return to me at eben, 


You're juſt as black's a craw ; 
And when I buſk and ſet you out, 
Weel dreſs'd in a clean ſhirt, 
At night when you come in about, 

You're a' dripping o' dirt. 


For a' the day you rant and roar, 
And hunts frae place to place, 
And a' the night you ſleep and ſnore, 
And never turns your face, 
No ſae muckle's anes about, 
To gi' your wife a kiſs; 
Sure never was a doufer dolt 
Than Andrew Turpie is. 


If you wad but guide me right, 
And gr me what's my due, 
I wad na care though ilka night 
You fill'd yourſel' blind fu'; 
But fu' or freſh, you never think 
On what poor women need, 
That gars me fair grudge a“ your drink, 
Whilſt I wear a toom ſheath. 
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COALMAN Jock. A Cantata. | 
By the ſame. 


RECITATIVE. 


A Coalman Jock his horſes ca'd, | 

Wi' lades of coals thro' Edinburgh ſtreet, 
And whiſtling loud the Sodger Lad, 

Briſk Nell, the milk-maid he did meet; - 
Thinks he, my paſſion now I'll hide, 

So cries, D'ye want ony coals the day? 
But ſhe returned with equal pride, 

O, wha'll ha' curds and het ſweet whey !”_ 
Stung with remorſe at her reply, \ 

Poor Jock ſtood motionleſs a while, 
At laſt he cry'd, Sweet Nell draw nigh, 

Revive and bleſs me with a. ſmile, 
But ſhe, reſolv'd to try her pow'r, 

Did look on Jock wi' cald diſdain ; ' 
He ſigh'd to ſee her look fac ſour, 

Then ſpoke his love in this ſaft ſtrain : 


Tune, Happy Clown. 


Sweet Nell, behold your lover here, 
Lying proſtrate at your feet, 
Forgive my negligence, my dear, 
When you I firſt did meet; 

Your een, as black as ony coal, 

Has darted through my love-ſick ſoul, 

O, eaſe the pains that I do thole, 
And make my joys compleat, 
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Tune, Twas within a furlong of Edinburgh town. 
Quoth Nell 7 I'm afraid 


You mean to ruin me, 
And if I am betray'd, 
By you I'll lighted be, 
Therefore will take care 
Of your deluding ſnare, 
Leſt, if you vanquiſh, 
I, with anguiſh, * 
Rue for eyer mare. 
So, Jockey, now adieu, 
Elſewhere your love purſue, 
For I cannot, will not, 
No, nor ſhall not. 
E'er be whor'd by you. 


n e 


Tune, Moes my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 


Dear Nell, believe my love ſincere, 
No luſtful thoughts my heart e'er enter'd, 
O then, conſent, this night, my dear, 
In wedlock let our loves be center'd ; 
Not Sour-milk Jock, nor Gard'ner Tam 
Could cer preſent a heart mare tender, 
O then conſent, we'll go to Strang ®, 
He'll-join us never mare to ſunder. 


Tune, Beſſie Bell. 


Says Nelly, dear Jockie, you ha' my conſent, - - 
To the half- mark kirk let us haſte, then, 

That you are ſincere, I'm right weel content, 
No time, pray, let us waſte, then, 


—_— 


A noted half. mark miniſter at Edinburgh. N 
When 


When youre ſold your coals, and me my curds, 
We'll join our ſtocks together, 

About it, then, let us make nae mare words, 
For I lang to be baith wife and mither. 


Tune, Fy let wid to the Bridal. 


Then Jockie he ſtruck up a bargain, 
To ſell aff his coals was nae ſlack, 
Appointed a place for their meeting, 
And Nelly was there in a crack; | 
Syne they twa were marry'd toge ther, 
As blythe as twa birds in the ſpring, 
He carried her hame to his mither, 
And merrily he did ing, 
 Fy let us a' to the Bridal, 
For there will be lilting there, 
For Jockie is married to Nelly, 
The laſs wi” the coal-black hair, 
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Aw EPISTLE To CLavDasRo, 


. E 
* | 


Upon his Arrival in LonDON, 


* 


By the ſame. 


EEC CS ras te 


ELCOME, Claudero, to this city, | 
Though, faith, Auld Reekie's caſe I pity, | 
Where thou did gi' them mony a ſweety, 9 
| Baith ſharp and keen, | "ti 
| 
| 


— 
— 
82 


But candied o'er to make them pretty, 
And pleaſe the een. 
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The ballad-ſingers and the printers 
Muſt ſurely now have ſtarving winters, 
Their preſs they may break a' in ſplinters, 
8 They, ſighing, ſwear, 
Claudero's muſe, alas ! we' ve tint her 
For ever mare. 


Now bawds and whores do what they will, 


And Hangy he may ſcourge or kill, 


And Drummond he may get a bill 
To move the croſs, 4 
Or King Charles, if he will, 
Frae ParVament cloſe, 


— 


Now Vice may rear her hydra head, 
And ſtrike defenceleſs Virtue dead, 
Religion's heart may melt and bleed, 
Wi' grief and ſorrow, 
Since Satire from the ſtreets is fled, 
Poor Edinborough ! 


But yet, I hope, you'll pardon me, 
A ſtranger too, to make ſo free, 
As write theſe dogg'rels unto thee, 
Who art a poet, 
And how you came to that degree, 
I'll plainly ſhew it. 


When Allan died, the muſes then 
Did mourn aloud, baith butt and benn, 
Apollo ſpoke in mournful ſtrain, 
- Ive ſtill a hero 
In Caledon, ſyne took his pen, 
| And wrote Claudero. 


* 


Then Thalia, fill'd with ſtrong deſire, 
Thy comic genius to inſpire, 
And warm thee with poetic fire, 
Flew off with ſpeed, 
Apollo, with harmonious lyre, 
Approv'd the deed. 


- 
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Thus the deity of Parnaſſus 
Diſpatches forth theſe modeſt laſſes, 
To lure us wi' their kind careſſes, 
And ſmiles indulgent, 
Whilſt he ſtill aids their noble cauſes 
With rays refulgent. 


By this you ſee your call is ſure, 
Not ſmuggled in at private door, 
As was Rab Ker and many more, 
As well as me, 
Wha's got the froth, but not the ſtore 
Of poetry. ; 


But yet I hope you won't deſpiſe 

My wiſh, becauſe it dares to riſe, 

To court your friendſhip eager lies, 
Wing d wi' ambition, 

Which, if you grant, contented dies 
In full fruition. 
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Nae mare I'll ſay, until we meet, / _ 

And then my with will be compleat, 1 
When anes we get a hearty weet | 1 
— Wi drink at Brodie's, 1 
Pur ſpirits then will mount as fleet „ 
As God or Goddeſs. pe 

en | Leave 4 
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Leave factious curs to bite and ſnarl, 

And choak em wi' ſeditious quarrel, 

Whilſt you and I, my honeſt carl, 
Bald and heroic, 

Will fight wi” weapons frae the barrel, 


Your” 82 4 
G. Boyack. 
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Ax E PI G R A M, 
On the above. 


By Patrick Moon, 


A Bard of Caledonian breed, 

Tranſported from beyond the Tweed, 

Arriv'd in London poor and lame, 

In's underſtanding much the ſame; 

Vet ſcarce in town he'd wet his whiſtle, 

When he receiv'd a long epiſtle, 

To bid him welcome to this city — 

Though, from my heart, the man I pity, 

That thus addreſs'd ſo foul a fiend, 

And ſtoop'd fo low as call him friend, 

When, after all his praiſe beſtow'd, - 

Inſtead of Juno ſound a clout. | 


, BLAIR's 
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r. 
By Robert Bogie. 


Gentleman nam'd Normand Blair / 
Did travel eaſt I ſcarce ken where, 
But being a conceited ſpark, 
He went to viſit Noah's ark. | 
And when he came the ark within, 
He ſaw a wig hang on a pin, 
Which father Ham did uſe to wear, 
Becauſe he had but little hair ; 
He bought it for a ſingle groat, 
Some ſay tis dear, but I think not; 
For now 't has ſerv'd the name of Blair 
Three thouſand years and ſomething mair, 
Has ſery*'d them a', ane after other, 
Sometimes the ſon, ſometimes the brother; 
But now tis grown ſo very bare, TY. « 
You'll ſee the net thro' a” the hair; , 
'Tis ſtill in being to be ſeen, 
Call at his chambers, No. thirteen, 
Enquire for ane nam'd Robert Blair, : 
(A' has ſold it now, and wears his hair), 
But he'll ſhew you ane Thomas Skinner, 
To whom he ſold it—wicked finner ! 
H has made it now look unco' frail, 
By clipping't round about the tail. 
Great pity fic a wig was loſt, i 
That might be mended for ſma' coſt; 4 
| , | r 
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Gi' me an Ounce *, I'll aſk nae mair, 
I'd gar'd wear out the name of Blair, 
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'AN EPIS TLE To GEORGE Bovacx. 


By Robert Bogie. 


EAR Geordie, but I'm glad to hear 
That you are weel, I do declare, % 
Lang may you live, weel may you fare, 
. And ay be merry, 
And they that wifh you ony mair, 
De'il nor they wortrie. 


For me I'm much about the ſam, 
As when you left me, that I am, 
We drank your health in a fu' dram ' 
Of good French brandy, 
And ilk ane here lick'd aff the ſam, 
Like ſugar-candy, 


If e'er you chance to write to me, 

Be ſure you do look out and ſee, 

To ſend a letter frank and free 

| Of ony Coſt, . 

For, faith, it winna' do wi me 
To pay the poſt. 
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Sae fare you weel, you wanton rogie, / 
If ere we meet we ſhall be vogie, 255 
Carouſing o'era heartſome cogie 

Of ſtout brown ale; 
I'm ſtill the auld daft fool, Rob. Bogie, 
Sae fare you weel. 


EPITAPH own RokERT BoGlg. 


_ A 


By G. Boyack. 9 5 


* from envy, free from ſtrife, 
Free from lickneſs, free from life, 
Lie the banes of Robert Bogie, | 
W ha in his lifetime loo'd a cogie; 
Where he is now God beſt can tell, 

I think his ſoul is not in hell. 
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Ax EPISTLE To-a FRIEND on H1s MARRIAGE. 


* 
” 


By G. Boyack. 


LL health and happineſs, my friend, 
Upon your nuptial ſtate attend, 
And may your ſpouſe anſwer the end 
Of her creation, 
And may her virtuous deeds extend 
| O'er a' the nation. | 
C 2 The 
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The greateſt blefling of man's life 
Is ſure a good and virtuous wife, 


When, free frae anxious cares and ftrife, 
The yoke hangs eaſy, 


And if your bairns ſhould chance grow rife, 
e You, 


I hope they'1I plea 


O, may your loves always increaſe, 
May pleaſure flow, with health and eaſe, 
And may God's blefling never ceaſe, 

On you to flow, 
But make your houſe a paradiſe, 

While here below. 


W hat's riches, friend, without content, 
No blefling, but a puniſhment, 
Let's then enjoy what Heav'n has ſent 


With mirth and pleaſure, 


And let the gods take what 5 0 lent, 
Juſt at their leiſure. | 


That mortal life is but a ſpan 
No fable is, then why ſhould man, 


Starving thro' av'rice, pale and wan, 
Thus graſp at treaſure, 


Which never did, nor ever can a 


- Give ſolid pleaſure. 


Let you and I, then, while we may, 
Up tor ourſelves that treaſure lay, 
Which ne'er will periſh or decay, 

. Nor thieves can ſteal; 


So wiſhing mony a happy day, 


1 bid farcweel. 


111 9 to 


F\HERE's mony bra' Jockies and Jennies 
Come weel buſked into our fair, 
Wi' ribbons in their cockernoniés, 
And fouth of fine flour in their hair : 
But Maggie ſae bra'ly was buſked, 
That Willy was ty'd to his bride, 
Nae poney was e'er better whiſked, 
Wi' a cudgel that hang'd by his fide. 


Now Willy was wond'rous jealous 
To ſee Maggy buſked ſae bra, 
And Sandy he fat at the ale-houſe, 
And hard at the liquor did ca:; ä 
But Geordie, wha weel loo'd the laſſie, / 
He took the pint-ſtoup in his arms, 
1 He hugg'd it, and ſaid they were ſaucy, 
Wha loo'd nae a good father's bairn. 


There's Watty, the muirland ladie, 
That rode on the bonny grey cowt, 2 N 
Wi' a ſword by his ſide like a cadie, 
To ca' in the ſheep and the nowt; 
Sae weel as his doublet did fit him | 
It ſcarcely came down to mid-thigh, 
Wi' weel powder'd hair, hat and feather, 
And houling and crupper and te.. 
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The greateſt blefling of man's life 
Is ſure a good and virtuous wife, 


When, free frae anxious cares and ftrife, 
The yoke hangs eaſy, 


And if your bairns ſhould chance grow rife, 


I hope they'll pleaſe you. 


O, may your loves always increaſe, 
May pleaſure flow, with health and eaſe, 
And may God's blefling never ceaſe, 

On you to flow, 
But make your houſe a paradiſe, 

While here below. 


W hat's riches, friend, without content, 

No bleſſing, but a puniſhment, 

Let's then enjoy what Heav'n has ſent 

| With mirth and pleaſure, 

And let the gods take what they've lent, 
Juft at their — | 


That mortal life is but a ſpan 


No fable is, then why ſhould man, 
Starving thro” av'rice, pale and wan, 
Thus graſp at treaſure, 


Which never did, nor ever can 


- Give ſolid pleaſure. 


Let you and I, then, while we may, 
Up tor ourſelves that treaſure lay, 
Which ne'er will periſh or decay, 

a Nor thieves can ſteal; 


So wiſhing mony a happy day, 


1 bid farcweel. 


. 


Tas 


Wi' a ſword by his ſide like a cadie, 


Wy? weel powder'd hair, hat and feather, DS ; jp 
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F\HERE's mony bra' Jockies and Jennies 
Come weel buſked into our fair, 
Wi' ribbons in their cockernonies, - 
And fouth of fine flour in their hair : 
But Maggie ſae bra'ly was buſked, 
That Willy was ty'd to his bride, 
Nae poney was e' er better whiſked, i 
Wi' a cudgel that hang'd by his fide, 


Now Willy was wond'rous jealous 


To ſee Maggy buſked ſae bra', 
And Sandy he fat at the ale-houſe, | 
And hard at the liquor did ca'; 7 EO, 
But Geordie, wha weel loo'd the laſſie, / 
He took the pint-ſtoup in his arms, 
He hugg'd it, and ſaid they were ſaucy, 
Wha Joo nae a good father's bairn, 


There's Watty, the muirland ladie, 3 -- » za 
That rode on the bonny grey cowt, : * 


To ca' in the ſheep and the nowt; 3g = 
Sae weel as his doublet did fit him | 
It ſcarcely came down to mid=thigh, 


And houſing and crupper and tee. 
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But Brookie cried boo to Baſie, | 
And aff gaed the cowt like the wind, 4 

Poor Wattie.. he fel} o“ the cauſey, /, ] 
And bris'd a' the banes in his ſkin z 

The piſtols fell out o' the holſters, 1 ] 
They were a' bedaubed wi' dirt, | 

The folk ran about him in cluſters, i ] 


Some leugh, and cried, Lad, are ye hurt? 


The cowt wad let naebody ſteer him, | 
| For he was ſae wanton and ſkiegh, | - 
| The chapmen.came round, he lap o'er them, | 

| j And gar'd a' the folk ſtand a-dreigh. . . 
* Wi' ſneering behind and before him, | b 
1 5 For ſuch is the mettle o' brutes, | ] 


Poor Wattie, and waes me for him! 
Was forc'd to gang hame on his cutes. 


+ 
— —— 


But now tis grown late o' th' e'ening, 
And bughting time draws very near, 
The laſſes have ſtaunch'd their greening 

Wi' fouth of fine apples and beer, | ; 
There's Lilly and Tibby and Sibby, 1 

And Cis, wh' on the ſpindle could ſpin, 
Stood glowring at ſigns and glaſs windocks, 

But de il a lad bade them come in. 


/ 
Lord guide us, ſaw ye ere the like o't ! ? 
See yonder's a bonny black ſwan, 
It looks as it fain wad be at us, > | 1 
W hat's yonder it hads in its hand ? | 
Awa' wi' ye, daft gowk, quo' Wattie, - 
Tis a' but a rickle o' ſticks ; | 1 


See, yonder's Bull Jock and auld Lucky, 
And here is Maſs John ind auld Nick 


IF „ * Thy ww, * 6 „ . * * F * % Fr 7 3 * ö. -. & * 
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uoth Tibby, Come, gi' me my fairin 
Nhat Watt. right yly could tell, * 
J think ye're the flower of the clecking, 0 
In troth VII e' en gi? you myſel; ; 
But wha wad ha' thought it o' him, 
That ere he had rippled the lint ? 
For he was as ſpruce as Jock Owen, 
Altho' he was kedgy and ſquint. 


There's ſome comes for fighting and fliting, 
And ſome comes for breaking o' heads, 
There's ſome comes for curſing and ſwearing, 
And \ic like ill- far'd ugly deeds ; 
There's ſome comes for dancing and ſinging, 
And fome comes for ſelling their ware ; 
But I'm for a good drink of whiſkey, 
And ſae there's an end o' the Fair. 


i. 
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WOOD AND MARRIED AND A" 


A NEw SONG. 


"FR graſs had nae freedom o' growing, 
_ Before that ſhe was awa', 
Nor in the town could there be ſtrowing, 
For woers that wanted to ca'; _ | 
For dancing and ſinging and brulzies, 
And boxing and ſhaking a fa', 
The town was forever in tulzies, 
But now the laſſie's awa'. 


9 5 CHORUS, 
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CHorvs. 
Weo'd and married and &, 3 
Married and woo'd and of; SE TY 
The dainty-limb'd toafl of the pariſh | 
1s now by hand and awd', 


/ — 
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Had they kent her but as weel as I did, 
Their errand it wad ha' been ſma', 
She neither-kens carding nor ſpinning, 
Nor baking nor brewing at ak; 
But a' is to gang fine laced, 
And gang white-finger'd and bra'; 
Pm afraid ſhe's quite out o' the faſhion, 
So line up her muggins wi' ſtraw. 


Woo d, Sc. 


e 


Laſt night I gaed for to ſee her, 

And O, ſhe was bonny and bra”, . 

She cried to her goodman to gi” her 
An ell o' red ribbons, or twa; 

But he got up, and ſet down beſide her 
A rock and a wheelie to ca-, 

Quo' ſhe, Are you this way to guide me? 
And out o' the door, and awa'. 


Waid'd, &c. . 


Nieſt road it was to her mither, ; 7 
. © Wha ſpier'd at her how gaes a“? 
Quo' ſhe, Is it for nae ither 
I'm woo'd and married and a', 
But for to ſit down at a wheelie, 
And at it baith night and day ca” 
And then to be reel'd by a cheelie 4 
That's always crying to draw. 


Noo'd, Ce. 


G25 | 
Young Luckie, gang hame to your hudding, 


You'll Tue that you came awa', 
You manno' gang every day gadding, 
And gang white-finger'd and a'; 
For mind with a neighbour you're yoked, ; 
And you are the ane that man draw, 
Or elſe you deſerve to be docked, 
So that is an anſwer for a4. 


Mood, &c. 


\ 


Young Lucky ſhe fand herſel nidder'd, : 
And did na ken whilk way to ca', £ 
But wi' herſel ſhe conſider'd, 
That hameward was beſt for to draw; 
Sae taking the chance of her goodman, 
However the matter might fa. — 
They may not be every day jangling, 
That's woo'd and married and a'. 


Wood and married and a', 
Married and wood and a“, | 
They may not be every day jangling, 5 5; 
" That's wood and married and . e 


- 


Tux BATCHELOR COMPLAINT” 


5 -Y 


— 


Am a batchelor winſome, 

A farmer by rank and degree, 
And few do I ſee that's mair handſome 
At kirk or at market than me, 


D 5 


I have outſight and inſight and credit. 
And from any blemiſh I'm free, 5 

I'm very well boarded and bedded, 
What ails a' the laſſes at me? 


My bughts of good ſtore are not ſcanty, 
My byres are well ſtow'd wi' kye, 
Of meal in my girnels there's plenty, 
And twa or three eaſements forby: 
There's a horſe to ride out when ſhe's wearie, 
And cock wi' the beſt ſhe can ſee, 
And then be ca'd Datie and Dearie— 


What, think you, can ail them at me ? 


I've ſought them baith highland and lawland, 
Where I a good bargain could ſee, 

But nane could I ſee that would fall in, 
Or ſay that ſhe'd buckle wi' me; 

With jukes and wi' ſcrapes J addreſs'd them, 
Been wi' them baith ſhame-fac'd and free, 

Whatever way] did careſs them, 

They had ſtill an exception at me. 


Behind backs, before face, I woo'd them, 
And a' the gates o't that I ken, 
And when they laught on me, I trow'd them, 
And thought I had won, — but what then; 
When I ſpeak o' matters they grumble, . 
Nar are condeſcending and free, 
Bat at my propoſals they ſtumble, - 
I wonder what ails them at me. 


* 


There's cripples, there's crook-backs, and crenches, 

And a' the wandrochs that I ken, 
Nae ſoonex they ſpeak to our wenches, 
But they are call'd far enough ben; | C 
But Wrec 


A 
But when I do ſpeak that is ſtatel , 
They're always ta“ en wi” the gee, 
] get the denial ſo flatly, 
[ ferly what ails them at me, 


Yet I have an offer to make them, 
If they will but liſten to me, | 
And that is, I'm willing to take them, 
Of whatever kind they may bez 
Let het that's content write a billet, 
And get it tranſmitted to me, 
hereby engage to fulfil it, | 
Though cripple and blind the ſhould be. 


ANSWER ro Taz Avoys. 


\ B DI” 3 
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EAR Batchelor, I read your billet, 
Your ftraits and your hardſhips I ſee, 

And I do engage to fulfil it, 
W hate'er the conditions may be ; 
Theſe forty years I've bcen neglected, 

No body took pity on me ; 
uch offers ſhould not be rejected, 

Whoever the offerer be. | 


For fortune, I have no claim to it, 
Or likely I had been away, 
f tocher or kindred could do it, 
I haye nae pretenſions to thae, 


The 


( 28 ) 


The moſt I can ſay's I'm a woman, 
And that a wife J want to be, 

And [II take exception at no man, 
Wha's willing to take nane at me, 


On Tueſday, ſpier for Jenny Bladden, 
Where ſhe in her penns wont to be, 
Juſt at the ſign of the auld maiden, 
| Where you will be ſure to meet me: 
Hhring wi' you the prieſt o the wedding, 
5 | That a' things juſt ended may be, 
x And then we'll cloſe up wi' the bedding, 
A | And wha'l] be ſae merry as we. 


A cripple I'm not, you may true me, 
Although that bow-legged I be, 
Nor blind is there reaſon to ca* me, 
Becauſe I ſee weel wi” ae eye. 
I am juſt the laſs that you wanted, 
Bae tightly's our caſes agree, | 
For nane wad ha' you, you've granted, 1 WF 
1 As few, I confeſs, wad ha' me. | 


A NEW LOVE-SONG. 


* 


— 


N am I, 
Ay when I look at the drab, 
Weary am 11 


— 


Ika hair that's in her bund 
Is like a heather cow, 

And ilka beaſt that's under that 
Is like a brooked ewe. 


Weary, &c. 


She has twa een intil her head, 
Juſt like twa rotten plumbs 
Black brow'd is the j 
And wow as ſhe glooms ! 


Weary, &c. 
Sha hea. ab of her ain, 
Juſt like a ſow's ſnout, 


And the ſkin upon her neck 
Is freckled like a trout. 


Weary, &c. f 


* . D 
\ N 


We am I, 1 love, 


"% 
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Ilka bubble at her noſe 
Is like a hand- bell, 


And ilka t—d that's at her a—e .. 
Is like a knocking mell. 


Ons &c. 


Ilxa tooth that's in her head 
Is like a harrow-tyne, 
And ay when ſhe attempts to ſſ 
She grumphs juſt like a ſwine. * 


Ney. &c. 
She has twa paps upon her breaſt, 
Juſt lid e twa ſaffron bags, 


And ay her hand at her arſe, 
A riving aff the ſcabs. 


Weary, &c, ; | 


She has a wame o' her ain, 
Juſt bended like a drum, 


And ay when ſhe gangs forth to Wen 


She farts juſt lixe a gun. 
Weary, . N 


Muckle douped is the jade, 

And racked to the ſpald, 
Sie a dirty drab as this 

'W our drive a body mad. 


W; eary, &c, x 


ACROS TIC. 
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Gon Humour alto his . the wenn 
mile 

E ngages, at firſt ſight, all hearts, and while 

O ur gla afſes warm inſpiring mirth and fire, 

R ich ſallies of his wit prompt our deſire, 

(G3 reedy to hear from him yet more and more, | 1 

E afy, tho' a we think not on the ſcore. hr ö 


- 


4 


B cbeld bim on the ſtage, the hum'rous man 

Of fadneſs robs us, do whate'er we can; 

Y ea, tho' in pain with gravel or the ſtone, 

A II, alPs forgot [—till—Exit—he i is gone — 

C ontinuing your's, my friend, theſe 1 reſent, 
cep the eſt * the lines ve ſent. 


* 
— 


- 
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Taz T A I L S. 


Tune, Derry Down, Ge. 
* oY © » 


By e Boyack. 


| O variogs ſubjects ects the Muſes have ſung, 
Some Eu d for long noſes, black eyes, and 
ſmooth tongue; 
Some in praiſe of fine ſhapes have ftrove to prevail, 
But few e er * attempted to ſing of a Tail. 
Derry Down, c. 


Then Tails be the ſubj * of this our new ſong 4 
As one loves a ſhort tail, and others a long, 

The whores, who at ſhort ones continually rail, 

_ a . they cover their backs with thei 
| lie. .- g 

f N Derry Deum, &c, 


The priggiſh young counſel, who wears a tye-wi 
Underneath it lies dormant the Tail of a pig: 
At the bar for his clients you'd think he did rail, 
While he ſnaps up the bullock, leaves them but th 


Tail, 
Derry Down, &c. 


| The ſage ooliciclans, who make ſuch a rout 
About thoſe that are in and thoſe that are out, 
Againſt ſhort heads and long heads alternately rail, 
But the wife's the beſt judge of the length of hi 


Tail. 
Derry Down, . 
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An Engliſhman's Tail, it is club'd, ſhort and ftrodg, 
The Tail of an Iriſhman's deem'd very long: 


The French and the 8wiſs you may know by their 


Tails ; 


A Scot lov'd the Goat's Tail, the emblem of Wales. 


Derry Down, Oc. 


The ly Fox's tail, once the mode of this nation, 
Has plainly appear'd at the late coronation, - 
Where the Fox's, bruſh-tail was accounted the thing, 
For the- Tail of a Fox is a Tail for a king. 

Derry Down, &c. 


Enormous ſiz'd Tails of late do prevail, 8 
Reſembling a wheat-ſheaf as much as a Tail: 
By the fize of the Tail other ſex chuſe their cronies, 


And ſtroke down the Tails of their dear Maccaronies. 


Dey Down, &c. 


A Tail to a barber is quite a- propos, 

Becauſe he can make his own Tails, we do know; 

He'll make you a pig's-tail; a club, or a fox; + 

And the bucks without tails ſtrut in Tyburn locks, 
9 1 Derry Down, Cc. 


* 


4 


A Tail to a * denotes him a Dung. 
a f 


Becauſe they all wear em, both aged and young: 
Step to Racke 
find (EL; | 
A wretched old goat with his tail club'd behind. 

| A Derr Down, S. 


1 


My brave jolly Flints, be advis'd by my ſong, 
And ne'er wear a Tail that reſembles a dung; 


P . 4 


t's or Vine-ſtreet, and there you will 


Remember 


— 


| Rs i 8 
Remember the nine that did ſuffer in jail, + 
Not one of them all, by my ſoul, wore a Tail. 
Derry Down, c. 


And now to conclude this my ſong about Tails, 
Come, drink a good health to Old England and 
2 Wales, WE 0 
To Scotland, America, Dublin, Kinſale, i 
And to all honeſt men from the head to the Tail. 


| Derry Down, Oe. 52 


G R O G. A Naw SONG, 
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* E jolly True- blues of the main, 
Well ſkilled in heaving the log, 
Attend to a failor's rough ſtrain, 
Who ſings of his favourite Grog. 
> iO m-0-6 ves. 
Greg is the liguor of wes | | 
The delight of each bold Britiſh tar : 


"Twill baniſh all ſorrow and firife, 
And ſoften the hardſhips of war, 


Monſieur of his vineyards may boaſt, 
Or delight in a fri-aſſeed frog; 
But ſoon he will find to his coſt, 
That claret muſt yield to good Grog. 
| Greg is the liquor, &c. o 
| ve 


63560 
I've heard an Hibernian oft ſwear 
By St. Patrick, (tho* born in a bog} 


No Wine he would drink except Grog. 


As * he could ſee with one ear, 
4 Grag is the liguor, &c. 


No danger our hearts can diſmay, 
No terror we feel from a flog ; 
For what is a dozen a day, 
To a double allowance of Grog ? 


Greg is the liquor, &c; 


Each Saturday night that revolves, 
My Mellmate he tips me a jog; 
To x wife, or the ſweetheart he loves, 
Then tips off his can of good Grog. 
Grag is the liquor, &c. 


L.A MB» . Q-H:0:8 Fo. 
Tune, Derry Down, &c. _ 


By George Baoyack, 
"FE ghoſt of a taylor of late did deſcend 
To Pluto's dark regions, where night ne'er 
_  doesend: ”% | | | 
Old Beelzebub hail'd him, cry'd, Welcome to hell, 
My dear _— friend, pray what news from Pall- 


Derry Down, Ec. 


* n 
- * * 
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Great news, cries this Wolf in the ſkin of Lamb, 

From the Flve- bells committee poſt hither 1 came, 

To tell you with hearts full of joy as their tongues, 

That the Flints are defeated almoſt by the Dungs. 
44-4997), Den Down, Ce. 


Flints! cry'd the Dey'l in a kind of amaze, 
T hoſe are mortals I never yet ſaw in my days: 
Then examin'd his regiſter from end to end, 
But the devil a Flint in it all could he find. 
Derry Down, Soe. 
Then turning about, to the courier he ſaid, 
Thoſe Flints, I preſume, are that part of your trade, 
Who never will cringe to their tyrants of maſters; 
But, courage! my friend, for all ſores I've got 
plaiſters, > 
| Derry Down, &c. 


The ſpirit of diſcord muſt be ſown among em, 
And this muſt be done by ſome to them belonging; 
There's Brary, Crank, Halliday, Chapel, and Mos 
Are ſpirits I've nouriſh'd and kept ſince the flood. 
Rs Derry Down, Sc. 


Well knowing their talents, I ſent 'em from hence, 
And thou art no ftranger to what they've done ſince, 
Thoſe, join'd by an imp in the ſhape of a Bear, 
Will ſuit your Dung maſterſkips juſt to a hair. 
ry 
- Derry Down, Cc. 


+4 


This Bear he will threaten, the Coc# he ſhall crow, 
The Magpye ſhall chatter, the Trumpet ſhall blow ; 
If all this won't fetch em, tis needleſs to mind em; 
They're certainly poor, elſe in hell we ſhould find 
a em. | | 
Derry Doun, &c, | 
14 x Things 


PT 


By 7 


Things being thus ſettled, how goes all above, 
Pray how on Lk, Riccard, Fell, Ellmore and 
Dove N 5 N 
They re all at your ſervice, and likewiſe the Thorn- 
thwaites | 12 
Give their duty to you, and their love to the Corn- 


Derry Down, &c. 


Yes, they both are here, I'll aſſure you, my friend, 
With Derby and others, who will you attend); 
They're all of a kidney, which prevents all diſpute, 
No wrangling is here about Pitt, Wilkes, or Bute. 


| Derry Down, c. 


Such politic quarrels we leave to dull mortals ; 
With the _ * we ſpirits thoſe jars would but 
ſort ill. | | 
Nay, nay, do not ſtare ſo, the cauſe Ill decide, | 
Your oppoſite party in heaven reſide. 


4 Derry Dawn, Le. 


2 2 
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| I 7 E bold ſons of Britain, both active and brave, 
Who dare the loud tempeſt, and ſtand the 
. 4 rough wave; | 
d Who dare, &c. * 
Ours,. ours is the bottom on which to rely, 
And ours the firm hearts that will conquer or die. 
8 RE” Ours, &c | X 


( 5g8 7): 


Tis our Country chat calls us, her voice we'll obey ; 
When Britain does call, ſhall a ſailor lay : nay ? 
When Britain, Kc. 6 
No! Britain ſhall find us both body and ſoul, 
As true to our cauſe as the ſteel to the Pole. 
4s true, &c. 


With the foes of Old England our monarch may 


cope, 
While a ſword we can brandiſh, or handle a rope: 
While a ſword, &c. 


 Huzza ! ere hearts ; 3 let the Boufflers behold 


Such Engliſhmen now as they fled from of old. 
Such Engliſhmen, &c. 


Let the landmen delight i in deceit and grimace, 
' Attempt at your throat, while they ſmile in your 
face ; 
Attempt, &c. 
We, like — Ned Hawke, or like gallant Argyle, 
Frown where we hate, as we love where we ſmile. 
Frown, &c. 


Dare the coxeomb in heart, dare that cipering ſlave, 

Deſpiſe us bold fellows whom Freedom makes heave 
Deſpiſe us, &c. 

For ours is the bottom on which to rely, 

And ours the firm hearts that will conquer or die. 
4 cure, &c. 
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THE TAYLOR and SEMPSTRESS: 5 
With Additions by George Boyack.. 
Tune, Derry Down. 


Taylor there was, who liv'd in a garret 
A Who ne'er in his life taſted Champaign or 

_ Claret; | Wo | 
With high ſoups or ragouts he never was ſed; 
But cabbage, believe me, was his daily bread, 


Derry Down, &c, 


- 


Contented he work'd, without any repining, . 
When Pr wn a pint of three-threads for his 
ining ; | x0 | 
But Cupid, whoſe arrows moſt cruelly treat us, 
With a Sempſtreſs's bodkin, deftroy'd his quietus. 


Derry Down, Cc. 


No longer a birth-night affords any pleaſure; _ - | 
His patterns lie ſcatter'd, in tatters his meaſure ; 
His bills he contrives not with items to ſwell; 
Silk, twiſt, tape, and buckram, he damns them to 


hell. 


Derry Down, De. 


Cupid, pitying his caſe, at length flew to his aid. 


And help'd him to fine-draw the hole he bad * 


- 
9 . 


"xt 4him be bold, and not ſtand like a mute, 


0 (0 


And never give out till he'd finiſh'd. his ſuit. 
we od Derry Down, C. 


This Sempſtreſs he viſits with aukward addreſs; 
Proteſts, on her kindneſs hung his happineſs :, 
But ſhe ſcornfully ſneer'd at his ſpeeches and whee- 
dle | 
For ſhe, lack-a-day was as ſharp as a needle. 
| 48 Derry Down, &c. 


He attempted to court her; but ſhe, with great ſcorn 
Replied, he was waſhing, or ſoft was his horn: 4 


With ſuch-like expreſſions ſhe baffled his care, 


Yet Love, that intruder, beſpoke ſtill his ſpare. 
$4 Derry Down, &c, + td 


He ſwore, upon hon'rable terms he was come, 
And beg'd he might ſoon be inform'd oaſis doom, 
Unleſs ſhe'd conſent to be ſhortly his wife, 
The Fate's Sciſſars would ſoon cut his Remnant of 
: life. 5 ; ES 
Derry Down, Cc. 


Do yo think, ſays the Sempſtreſs, I'd have for my 


ſpouſe 


One whom noone eſteems—not three ſkips of a louſe, 


Advance in your favour whatever you can, 
A Taylor is but the ninth 1 a man. 
5 Derry Down, g. 


| Here he interrupted, and ſaid, You're not pinch'd, 


A Taylor in battle ſure 2 never flinch'd ; 
At Minden, you know, how the Gazette did tell it, 
That N wrought wonders, commanded by 


4 x 
Derry Daun, Se. % 


The 


— 


N 
When the parſon has tack'd us together, he eried, 
For your palate when dainty Pll nicely provide; 


Tho” to capons or turkies I cannot aſpire, _ | 
You may always be ſure of a gooſe at the fire, „ 


Derry Down, c. 


* 


As ſhe work'd, he commended her fingers ſo nimble, 
And ſwore dime Pop eyes were more bright than his 
imvie : 3 
ly Tho” ſmall was his wit, he ſo acted his part, 
; L know not how 'twas but he cabbag'd her heart. 


Derry Down, Oc. 


Then away hand in hand to the chapel they went, C1 

Nor appear'd in her viſage the leaſt diſcontent;  - | 

None but _ could the conjugal Knot have un · 2 
tied, — 

For croſs-legg'd together they ſtitch'd till they died. 

3 5 they died 

Derry Down, Cc. 


4 
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Dy tins nary” 8 
| M 
F all the girls that are ſo ſmart, 8 
There's none like pretty Sally ; B 
She is the darling of my heart, / 
And ſhe lives in our alle:: I 
There is no lady in the land | 
Is half fo ſweet as Sally; „ 81 
She is the darling of my heart, 6 
And ſhe lives in our alley, | 
| * 


Her father he makes cabbage-nets, 
And thro' the ſtreets does cry em; = 
Her mother ſhe ſells laces long, ; 
Io ſuch as pleaſe to buy em: 5 
But ſure ſuch folks cou'd ne'er beget 
So ſweet a girl as Sally; 
She is the darling of my heart, - 
And ſhe lives in our alley, 


U 

| NN 

When ſhe is by, I leave my work, , In 
T love her ſo ſincerely; ME. F 
My maſter comes like any Turk, « 1 
And bangs me moſt ſeverely: a ( 
But let him bang his belly full, 
I'll bear it all for Sall | 1 


z 
She is the darling of my £0 | 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 


( 43 ) 
Of all the days are in the week, ' 
[ dearly love but one day, 
And that's the day that comes betwixt 
The Saturday and Monday; 
For then I'm dreſt all in my beſt, 
To walk abroad with Sally ; 
She is the darling of my heart,” 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 


My maſter carries me to church, 
And often I am blamed, 
Becauſe I leave him in the lurch, 
As ſoon as text is named : 
| leave the church in ſermon-time, 
And link away with Sally; - 
She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 


When Chriſtmas comes about again, 
O] then 1 ſhall have money 

I hoard it up, and box it all, 

And give it to my honey: 

\nd wou'd it were ten thouſand pound, 

I'd give it all to Sally; 

he is the darling of my heart, 

And ſhe lives in our alley. 


ly maſter and the neighbours all 
Make game of me and Sally ; 

and (but for her) I'd better be 

A ſlave, and row a galley ; 


© 


ut when my ſeven long years are out, 
O! then I'll marry Salt, j | 
then we'll wed, and then we'll bed, 
But not in our alley, 


$ ON G. 
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By — CC , 


ATDEN freſh as a roſe, 

Lon, - buxom, and full of jollity, 
Take no ſpouſe among beaux, 
Fond of their raking quality; 

He who wears a long bun, 3 
All powder'd down from his pericrane, 
And with noſe full of ſnuſh, 
Snuffles out love in a merry vein : 


Who, to dames of high place, 
Does prattle like any parrot too 
Yet with doxies a brace p 
At night pigs in a garret too; 
Patrimony out- run, | 
To make a fine ſhow to carry thee : 
Plainly, friend, thou'rt undone, 
If ſuch a creature marry thee, 


F#. 3M 3-H - 


Then, for fear of a bribe, 
Of flattering noiſe and vanity, 
.Yoke a lad of our tribe, N 
Hen ſhew the beſt humanity : 
Flaſhy thou wilt find love, 
In civil as well as ſecular; 
But when ſpirit doth move, | 
We have a gift particular, TSR r F 


The 


„ 
Tho' our graveneſs is pride 
That boobies the more may venerate, 


He that gets a good bride, 
Can jump when he's to generate : 
Off then goes the diſguiſe, | 
To bed in his arms he'll carry thee ; 
'Then, to be happy and wiſe, 
Take Yea and Nay to marry thee. 


- 


ANEW Ss ON G. 


* 
2 


By — —. 


AS the willows en the graſs, 
Where nymphs and ſhepherds lie, 
Young Willy courted bonny Beſs, ; 
And Nell ſtood liſt' ning by; 

Says Will, we will not tarry 

Two months before we marry. 

No, no, fie no, never never tell me ſo, 
For a maid I'Il live and die: 

Says Nell, fo ſhall not I, 

837 N 6 Z : 


Long time betwixt hope and deſpair, : 
And kiſſes mixt between, 5 


He with a ſong did charm her ear, 
Thinking ſhe chang'd had been; 


_ 
- 
- 
* 
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e 
Says Will, I want a bleſſing. 
Subſtantialler than kiſſing. 
No, no, fie no, never never tell me fo, 


For I will never change my mind: 


| Says Nell, Shell prove more kind, 
Says Nell, Se. 


— 


* 


Smarting pain the virgin finds, 
Altho by Nature taught, 
When ſhe firſt to man inclines : 
ueth Nell, PU venture that. 
Oh) who wou'd loſe a treaſure, 
For ſuch a puney pleaſure! _ 
Not I, not I, no, a maid I'll live and die. 
And to my vow be true. | 
oth Nell, the more fool you, 
Fat Nell, Se. 


To my cloſet I'll repair, 
And read on godly books, 

Forget vain love, and world] care, 

Juoth Nell, that likely looks 

You men are all perfidious, 

But I will be religious, 


our ſex I now deſpiſe. 


8 = 


\ 


T Te, oy fly all, and whileI breathe ah 1. 


Says Nell, 2 ove ſhe her 
Says Nell, 2 4 


9 


* 


By — — 


1 


HILLIS the faireſt of Love's foes, 
Tho' hercer than a dragon; 
Phillis, . that ſcorn'd the powder'd beaux, 
What has ſhe now to brag on? 
What has ſhe. now to brag on ? 
bat has ſhe, Cc. 
So long ſhe kept her limbs ſo cloſe, 
Till they have ſcarce a rag on. 


Compell'd thro' want, the wretched maid 
Did ſad complaints begin, | 
Which ſurly Strephon, hearing, faid, 
It was both ſhame and fin, 
It was both ſhame and fin, 
It was both, Cc. | 
To pity ſuch a lazy Jade, 
Would neither kiſs nor ſpin. * 
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* . 7 fv 52.4 8 Ya ** 
„ 
Lead me to ſome pea nedbbſich room, 
Where none but honeſt fellows come 
Where wives loud clappers-never * . 


But an eternal laugh goes round. 


* 1 7 FR 


There let tie tro in W my pain, 
And never think of home agi * 8 
What comfort can a huſband H ;jðẽj er 0 
To rule the houſe where he's a Dave? e 
> Red i „ Bees 


— 


